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DECEMBER 1982 
by Dr. James T. Jeremiah 
THY WORD IS A LAMP UNTO MY FEET, AND A LIGHT UNTO MY PATH. 
"Ready for Christmas" 
"Ready for Christmas", she said with a sigh, 
as she gave a last touch to the gifts piled high, 
than wearily sat for a moment and read, till 
soon, very soon she was nodding her head. 
Then quietly spoke a voice in her dream, 
"Ready for Christmas? What do you mean? 
Ready for Christmas, while holding a grudge? 
Perhaps you had better let God be the judge. 
Why, how can the Christ-child come and abide 
in the heart that is selfish and filled with pride? 
Ready for Christmas when only today a beggar 
lad came and you turned him away without 
even a smile to show that you cared? The little 
he asked - it could have been spared . Ready for 
Christmas? You've worked, it is true, but just 
doing things that you wanted to do; Ready for 
Christmas? Your circle's too small - why, you 
are not ready for Christmas at all!" 
She awoke with a start and a cry of despair, 
"There's so little time and I've still to prepare, 
oh, Father, forgive me, I see what you mean, to 
be ready means more than a house swept 
clean ." 
Yes, more than the giving of gifts and a tree. 
It's the heart swept clean that He wants to see, 
a heart that is free from bitterness, sin - Ready 
for Christmas - and ready for HIM. 
These lines written by Alice Mortensen 
present a message very well know to all of us. 
The present day commercialism of Christmas 
time so overshadows the Biblical records and 
message of the incarnation of Christ that there 
is too often little resemblance of the one to the 
other. An unforgiving spirit, pride and a lack of 
concern for others frequently take the place of 
love, humility, and compassion, so much a part 
of the coming of Christ into the world. 
"But so shall it not be among you: but 
whosoever wi II be great among you, shall be 
your minister: And whosoever of you will be 
the chiefest, shall be servant of all. For even 
the Son of man came not to be ministered 
unto, but to minister, . and to give his life a 
ransom for many" (Mark 10:43-45). 
"Ye cal I me Master and Lord: and ye say 
well; for so I am. If I then, your Lord and 
Master, have washed your feet; ye also ought 
to wash one another's feet. For I have given 
you an example, that ye should do as I have 
done to you. Verily, verily, I say unto you, The 
servant is not greater than his lord; neither he 
that is sent greater than he that him. If ye know 
these things, happy are ye if ye do them" (John 
12:13-17). 
"Though he were a Son, yet learned he 
obedience by the things which he suffered ... " 
(Heb. 5:8). "Let this mind be in you, which was 
aiso in Christ Jesus, who, though existi.ng in the 
form of God, did not consider His equality with 
God something to cling to, but emptied 
Himself as He took on the form of a servant 
and became like human being, H~-- humbled 
Himself and lived obediently to the extreme of 
death; yes, death by the cross" (Phil. 2:5-8 
Berkely). -
Right now, before you let the spirit of a 
modern Christmas overcome you, turn to the 
Lord in prayer asking for His enablement to put 
first things first. Don't be guilty of spending a 
Christless Christmas. 
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C2J bAlTIJ 
Birthday ofJhe King 
Each yeacW'e au have <a birthday 
And to live:-have them; we<must! 
'Tis a special c1af to be remembered, 
'Tis pleasant, Joyous, ,honorable-even just. 
But did yov ever have a party 
This special day to celebrate, 
And no one came .to . give you honor; 
AU you did was wait-just wait! 
And as the hours passed slowly, 
With. no one to show they cared, 
. Did the hurt grow more deeply 
·That · y<Jur day coufd·not be shared! 
. . . . . . . . ' . . . . . ' . . . . . . . . . . ' . . . : . . . 
Wei/, ·. then, hav~ you considered Christmas 
Andthe One>whose birthday ii is? 
For the Christ of Christmas is nearly obscure 
In this world ifr which we live! 
Christ, too, must be heart-broken 
To watch His Day come 'and go 
With so few who · truly remember 
And few, their true love show. 
If you. countHim Friend and Savior, 
Appreciate His · life given for you, 
Then do consic/er"'."it's His birthday 
And the best gift to Him-is · YOU! · 
. . 
Ancf while you're planning and giving 
To your friendsand loved ones, too-
Just remember-it's His Birthday-
What will you give Him, from you? 
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Christmas 
A Time To Share .... 
At Christmastime _ \.Ve like to share 
Our gifts with those we love, .. . . . 
But h0w much more we ought to share 
· God'S Gift sent from above. · 
Christ did not come for us alone,, 
. Or for a privileged few,'. __ -· . 
He came .to give His life for all, 
That men might be made new. 
·'TiS strange how . we· ca~ think so·. much·· 
Qf gifts • and Christmas trees-, ·· 
And think so little of the /ost -·_._ 
In lands across the Seas. · 
For us to squander al/ our store 
On those who have no need, 
And fail to share uxrs Christmas Gift 
Is very wrong indeed. 
For God so loved the world He gave, 
So we must learn to give · 
Our money, effort and our prayers, 
That dying souls might live. 
Since Christmas is a time to share, 
Let's give ourselves anew, 
That heathen souls in lands afar 
May hear the gospel, too. 
Fred D. Jarvis 
To Choose a Carol 
by 
Ranel le J. Nabri ng 
Mr. Groves walked up the stone steps of the 
beautiful old church. It looked even more 
beautiful with the old-fashioned evergreen 
wreaths on all the windows. As he pushed open 
the heavy wooden door, he wondered what he 
should play for the organ prelude to the 
Christmas program. As he entered the empty 
sanctuary, he heard the faint strains of the 
children practicing "Silent Night." The minister 
had mentioned that "O Come All Ye Faithful" 
had been the traditional prelude before Mr. 
Groves came to First Church. But everyone 
knew "Silent Night" and "O Come All Ye 
Faithful." He was at a loss for a distinctive 
prelude and the program was to be held the 
following evening. 
On an impulse he went down to the 
basement to hear the children practice. Dear 
Mrs. Fitzhugh was very upset with all the 
noise. "Children, children! Don't you want to 
sound nice for your mommies and daddies? 
Oh, Mr. Groves! Good. afternoon, dear Mr. 
Groves. These children are positively 
hair-raising." 
Mr. Groves seemed to have a calming effect. 
He got Roger and Brian to stop fighting with 
the shepherds' staffs and discovered the box 
containing the manger. 
"Well, now we're getting settled," Mrs. 
Fitzhugh heaved. "Valerie, why are you crying? 
You'll muss your angel costume!" 
"I forgot my part!" 
"Valerie, you don't have a part, dear. You 
just spread your arms ou~ when we sing 'Angels 
We Have Heard on High.' Now where are the 
wisemen? Kings! Over here, that's it. Are those 
shepherds fighting again? Boys, boys!" 
She stepped over to Mr. Groves. "I'm 
thinking of cutting out the shepherds this 
year." 
Mr. Groves looked surprised. "Can you do 
that?" 
"Oh, surely, No one will know the 
difference. It's just that the kings' costumes are 
so elegant and then the shepherds come in, 
and I think it detracts, somehow. And my 
shepherds are very unruly this year. Yes, I think 
I'll cut them out. She turned to the children, 
"Shepherds, I know you boys would like to 
help us in our little choir, so you boys can put 
your costumes away." 
Roger looked at his staff. "The sticks, too?" 
Mrs. Fitzhugh emphasized her words. "Yes, 
dear. You won't be needing it. There will be no 
shepherds." 
A little girl pushed her way up to Mrs. 
Fitzhugh and tugged at her skirt. "But what 
about when I say to the shepherds, "For unto 
you is born this day in the city of David a 
Saviour which is Christ the Lord.'?" She looked 
at Mrs. Fitzhugh breathlessly. 
"Well, dear, you just won't have to say that 
long piece. Maybe you can be an angel." 
Mr. Groves spoke up, "Didn't the angels 
appear to the shepherds?" 
"Oh dear, that's right. Well, we'll just have 
them appear at the manger with the kings." 
Mr. Groves said, "Oh, I see," but he wasn't 
quite sure. "What about 'Angels We Have 
Heard on High." Aren't the shepherds 
supposed to be singing that?" 
Mrs. Fitzhugh was somewhat exasperated. 
"Mr. Groves, it's not like we're committing 
sacrilege. We're not changing the story, we're 
just shifting the emphasis." 
As Mr. Groves re-entered the sanctuary, he 
hummed the words of "O Come All Ye 
Faithful." 
... 0 come ye, 0 come ye to Bethlehem ... 
0 come let us adore Him, 
0 come let us adore Him, 
0 come let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord. 
Yes, it would be a very distinctive prelude. 
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Merry Christmas Greetings 
In this Christmas issue, we have placed two 
longer features, which are rather light in nature 
for your enjoymentand which possibly will jar 
some reminiscent thoughts of years past. It is 
my concern, however, that our paper not lose 
the main emphasis of its message, that of our 
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 
As we approach Christmas 1982, set aside a 
little time each day to read the different 
accounts of Christ's birth both · in the New 
Testament and in prophetic accounts in the 
Old Testament. Then go one step farther and 
read the account of His death, burial and 
resurrection. His birth was wonderful, but it is 
His death for our sins and resurrection that our 
hope lies. 
God's Word says, "For if we confe~s our sins, 
He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins and 
to cleanse us from all unrighteousness." 
"For God so loved the world that he gave his 
only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in 
him, should not perish but have everlasting 
life." 
If we but confess our sins to Jesus Christ, ask 
His forgiveness arid except him as our personal 
Savior, we will be saved and be able to spend 
an eternity with God. II Corinthians 5:8 states 
that to be absent from the body is to be present 
with the Lord. . 
There is not one of us who knows how long 
this life will last. It is important, dear friend, 
VERY IMPORT ANT, that you know where you 
will spend eternity. Prepare now to meet your 
maker and make this the best Christmas ever. 
MERRY CHRISTIMAS FROM THE LIVING 
SPRINGS STAFF!! 
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Our Senior Servant this month is now in the 
presence of the Lord, but his life was such an 
inspiring testimony for Jesus Christ that we 
were sure it would be a blessing to your life. 
George Mueller was a man who dared to 
believe that God both could and would supply 
ALL his needs. The part of his life that we want 
to share is the evening of his life. It is these 
years with which our publication is basically 
concerned. 
Mueller was a very happy, active old man. 
He "aid a lot of preaching in many aitferent 
pulpits, but mainly cared for the sheep at 
Bethesada which he had started sixty years 
previously with only seven Christians. His 
primary joy was caring for the work of the Lord. 
More and · more he found he delighted in 
reading the Bible and meditating on it. It is 
estimated that he read the Bible through more 
than 200 times and 100 of those times were on 
his knees. During the latter years of his life, he 
read the Bible through four times each year. 
At 91, A.T. Pierson heard him speak at 
Bethesada Chapel and said, "There was a 
freshness, vigor, and terseness in his preaching 
that gave no indication of failing powers; in 
fact, he had never seemed more fitted to 
express and impress the thoughts of God." 
In his younger days, he was often ill, but it 
seemed that as he aged, he became stronger 
and healthier. A reporter once wrote that upon 
visiting Mueller at 90, "I was prepared to see a 
venerable looking gentleman, bent and 
physically feeqle. To my surprise I found Mr. 
Mueller in appearance a man of considerable 
• 
-... 
• 
bodily vigor. There was a man of 87 years still 
carrying on with his own hand certainly one of 
the most remarkable organizations in the 
history of the world. An idea of the extent of 
his work may be gathered from the fact that he 
has, so he told me, seven assistants for 
correspondence alone." 
Mueller estimated that Cod had answered 
over 50,000 of his prayers, many thousands 
which were answered on the day he made 
them and often before he arose from his knees. 
Some, however, lingered for decades. One that 
stands out in his biography written by Basil 
Miller involves a prayer he began in 1844 when 
he started praying for the conversion of five 
individuals. He prayed every day without 
exception and it was 18 months before the first 
was converted. He thanked Cod and kept 
praying for the others. Five years went by 
before the second came to Christ. Once again 
he thanked Cod and kept praying for the 
remaining three. Day after day he prayed for 
the others and six years went by before number 
three was saved. He thanked Cod and kept 
praying for four and five. At his death they 
were still unsaved. For thirty-six years he 
prayed for them and was heard to say, "I hope 
in Cod, I pray on, and look yet for the answer. 
They are not converted, but they will be." 
Fifty-two years after he first began to pray for 
them, and after his death, Cod brought them 
into His fold. Such was his faith . If Cod 
answered his prayers immediately, he thanked 
Him; if not, he kept praying until the answer 
came. 
c!;Note <iWorthy 
0 Little Town of Bethlehem 
Phillip Brooks 
This much loved Christmas carol was penned 
, by one of Americ~ outstanding preachers of 
the last century, Phillip Brooks (1835-1893). He 
was often called "Prince of the Pulpit" and 
volumes of his sermons have been published 
and· are classics in todays literature. 
"O Little Town of Bethlehem" was written in 
1869 several years after Brooks had returned 
from a trip to the Holy Land. The experience of 
spending Christmas Eve in Bethlehem and 
worshipping in the church of the 
Nativity-believed to be Christ's birthplace-
made an everlasting impression on his mind. 
Searching for a new carol for his children to 
sing for the Sunday School Christmas program, 
three years later, the memory of the Holy Land 
trip inspired the test of the song. 
Brooks was an impressive and gifted man, a 
giant in body (6'6") -as well as mind and heart. 
Though a bachelor, he was very fond of 
children and kept a supply of toys in his study 
so that children would be encouraged to stop 
in and talk with him. It was not uncommon to 
find a group of youngsters on the floor of his 
study playing with him. When a 5-year-old girl 
was told of his death, she exclaimed, "Oh, 
mama, how happy the angels will be." 
'\ 
.. /'\ ' ! \ i 
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Living Springs received a letter from two of our 
readers, Winthrop and Leona French. Winthrop is 79 
and is just at the beginning stages of learning to play the 
flute. He enclosed a narrative of the history of his flute 
that I though was very interesting and I hope might 
inspire some of you to attempt cultivating a new talent. 
Who knows, you may have some hidden talent you 
never knew existed. Two of Winthrop's favorite tunes to 
play are "Abide With Me" and "Silent Night" which he 
plays for others and finds a blessing himself. 
"The Old Flute' 
October 1981 
One hundred thirty years ago in 1851 when 
my grandfather French was 16 years old, he 
learned to play a flute and fell in fove with it. 
His teacher and owner of the instrument was 
Elias Green, an older distant cousin on his 
mother's side. According to an account' written 
by grandpa's two older daughters, my aunts 
Etta and Elsie in 1927, Elias had probably 
owned the flute for at least 30 years when he 
taught Grandpa to play it in 1851, as he was 
then of middle age. 
This calculation would take us back to 1821, 
just 44 years after the battle of Saratoga, New 
York where the American forces, under Major 
General Horatio Gates, defeated the British on 
August 7, 1777. 
Now, picture if you will a little carpenter 
shop in one of those old houses, where a 
cabinet maker had set up a lathe on which, by 
foot power or possibly water power, he turned 
out this flute. 
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Stamped into the wood, but barely visible to 
th~ best eye, is an imprint of the name of the 
town, which could be "Camdon" spelled with 
an "O" and a fairly clear "New York." 
As I have said, Elias Green owned the flute 
and taught Grandpa to play it in 1851. 
Grandpa's mother, noting her son Silas's 
attachment 'to and acumen for playing it, 
bargained w1th Elias for it in trade for a large 
keg of her delectable apple butter, "and the lad 
marched off with the flute in triumph." 
When g'randpa died 51 years later in 1919, at 
84 years of age, the old flute was naturally 
passed on to his younger daughter, my Aunt 
Lillian French Read. She and her husband, John 
and sons were all deep in the musical climate 
of the windy city, Chicago, in the teens and 
twenties. 
I was 16 at the time. Sixty more years passed. 
I had forgotten that the flute ever was, 
although I remember well enough my aged 
grandfather, with snow white beard, playing it 
for his own entertainment on the farm on the 
Vermilion River in Wakeman Township. My 
grandfather I ived with us and our widowed 
mother after the untimely death of his son 
Elbert, my father, to whom he deeded his farm 
in exchange for his keep the rest of his lifetime. 
About two years ago, out of a clear blue sky, 
our Sunday afternoon callers were my brother 
Elbert and his wife Josephine. She handed me 
the nearly forgotten flute. Having both lost 
their mates some years before, Elbert had 
married Josephine, widow of our Chicago 
cousin Cyrus Read, and the flute had come 
back to its early haunts in Wakeman Township. 
Feeble attempts to play it were discouraging, 
until last December when I contacted Sandra 
Manspuger from rural Bellevue, who conducts 
lessons. 
After some 15 lessons and spasmodic 
practicing, I have progressed to where I now 
feel that I can somewhat redeem the old flute's 
long involuntary hibernation in a bureau 
drawer and more fully relate to the loneliness 
of my grandfather during the days of mv youth 
and of his waning years. 
Fi 11-1 n-The-Blanks 
Matthew 1 :23 Behold a virgin shall be with 
child, and shall bring forth a son, and they shall 
call his name .......... . 
Luke 2:1 And it came to pass in those days 
that there went out a decree from 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . ....... . ... , that all the 
world should be taxed. 
Luke 2:3 And al I went to be • .• • • .• • • .•. I 
everyone into his . . . . . . . .... . . 
Luke 2:8 And there were in the same country 
.. .... abiding in the field. 
Luke 2:11 For unto you is born this day in the 
city of ...... a ...... which is ...... the 
Luke 2:12 Ye shall find the ...... wrapped in 
. . .... clothes and lying in a ...... . 
Luke 2:19 But ...... kept all these things, 
and . . . . . . them in her heart. 
A Word For The Wise 
Daktar Diplomat in Bangladesh 
Viggo Olsen, M.D. 
Moody Press 
Retail - $5.95 Special Price -$4.74 
" 'Daktar Sahib! have terrible news for 
you-terrible news! The armed bandits are 
coming tonight to attack you and the hospital. 
Daktar Sahib, what will you do?' " 
"How does a man get himself in a fix like 
this? ... Some say that the whole lifetime of 
condemned man may pass before his mind's 
eye in that last minute before he dies ... l had 
over an hour to prepare and wait." 
In selecting a book for December, I could 
not help but think of the COLD DARK days of 
winter. For many, getting out is very difficult. 
This hardback 349 page book will give hqurs of 
pleasure and challenge even on these special 
Luke 2:20 And the . . . . . . returned, ..... . 
and ...... God for all the things that they had 
heard and seen. 
Luke 2:40 And the child grew and waxed 
strong in ...... , filled with .... . . : and the 
...... of God was upon him. 
Luke 2:52 And Jesus increased in ...... and 
. . . .. . and in ...... with Cod and man. 
Recipe Corner 
No Bake Cookies 
2 cups sugar 
1 stick margarine 
3 tbs. cocoa 
½ cup milk 
1 tsp. vanilla 
½ cup peanut butter 
3 cups oatmeal 
Mix together in large sauce pan: sugar, 
margarine, cocoa, mil.k. Bring mixture to a full 
(hard) boil (stirring constantly) for 3-4 minutes. 
Take off heat and add: vanilla, peanut butter 
and oatmeal. Drop from teaspoon on wax 
paper. Let harden. Makes 2-3 dozen cookies. 
days. Dr. Olsen, mrssronary, recounts the 
dramatic story of the birth of Bangladesh and 
some of the steps that took him there. 
Name _____________ _ 
Address _______ Apl. No. __ _ 
City 
State ______ Zip ______ _ 
Quantity Description Price-each Total 
Daktar $5.95 
Ohio residents add 5½% sales tax. NO 
POSTAGE. Make checks payable to: Christian 
Educational Publications, P.O. Box 794, 
Cedarville, Ohio 45314 
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Living Springs 
Box 794 
Cedarville, Ohio 45314 
But whosoever drinketh of the 
water that /shall give him shall never 
thirst; but the water that I shall give 
him shall be in him a well of water 
springing up into everlasting life. 
John4:4 
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